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well as off the late Lord Foley, the Duke of York,
and many others.

"Who the deuce is this Montrond?" said the
Duke of York, one day to Arthur Upton.

"They say, sir," replied Upton, "that he is the
most agreeable scoundrel and the greatest reprobate
in France."

" Is he, by Jove ! " said H.R.H.; " then let us ask
him to dinner immediately."

The invitation was sent and accepted, and Mon-
trond, as usual, made himself very agreeable, and
became a constant guest at the dinner-table of
BLR TEL ; and, unfortunately, at Ms whist-table also,
by which the duke was a loser of many thousand
pounds. Montrond lived in the best society both at
Paris and in London, and was on terms, if not of
intimacy, at all events of familiarity, with many of
the greatest people in Europe. In the latter years
of his life he resided in the Place Vend6me, in an
apartment now occupied by Mr. Brooke Greville,
and was in the receipt of a pension of two thousand
pounds a year from Louis Philippe; with some of
whose secrets he was acquainted, and with whom
he had been mixed up in various political intrigues,
before the citizen-king came to the throne. He was
universally considered to be one of the wittiest men
of the age: but all his "bons mots were in French,
and the greater part of them lose by translation;
so I hope my readers will excuse me if I give them
in the original.

His death was a very wretched one. Left alone
to the tender mercies of a well-known lorette of
those days, Desiree K * * *, as he lay upon his bed,
between fits of pain and drowsiness, he could seenchback), who, with all his wit
